FORBIDDEN JOURNEY

stages here in a day. One day more and we should have
missed that providential meeting with Ku!"

Then we met some missionaries, the Plymires and the
Woods, who preached the gospel of the "Pentacost" sect at
Tangar. They said they had received orders from their
consul to return to the coast before the Communist advance
cut them off. Mr. Plymire had been a long time in the
country. At the time of the last official evacuation of
foreigners in 1927, he had had to fly and went across Tibet
in the direction of India. At Lhasa, however, he had been
turned back and forced to make for Kashmir. That meant
that he knew the country well, but his advice left us in some
perplexity. From under his threadbare cap, from out his
untidy beard, came disturbing hints about the spies of * The
Young General" He maintained that they were every-
where, in all sorts of disguises.

"No," he told me, "you'll get nothing from the General by
making him a present. . . . But you must hurry if you want
to join a caravan. Most of them have already left with
cargoes of tea and flour. Incidentally you'd do better at
Kumbum than here."

Father Hesser of the Austrian Mission was of the same
opinion. We could not get even a permit to leave the town.
I hoped the good father would have only to strike the ground
like a conjurer to produce an interpreter-guide-treasure ready
to set off for the ends of the earth with us. But no more than
Lu could he think of anyone he would recommend. It was an
important question, for there might come a day when every-
thing would depend on whom we had with us. As we were
going to be at the mercy of Mongols and those pillaging
Tanguts I had no intention of putting myself in the hands of a
Chinese servant, for the nomads hate all men of Chinese race.
We could only wait.
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